THE   RADIO

when bad, gets very much on one's nerves. The Germans,
whose sadistic methods have no limit, excel in this art.
Their propaganda neglects nothing.

A false rumour circulates. Quickly one hastens to
listen-in for confirmation. One listens to London, Boston,
and Moscow, asking information from others knowing a
foreign language who may listen to different stations.
One listens with mistrust to the Vichy, Lyons, Montpelier,
and Toulouse wireless stations, and also to Radio-Boche,
that is to say, Radio-Paris.

When the hateful and disagreeable voice of the Radio-
Paris announcer concludes, everyone says, "What a lousy
swine!" After Dr. Friedrich there is an absolute riot of
mirth.

Not long ago, Dr. Friedrich was venomous and smart.
He is still venomous, but he has fallen off rather, like the
victories of Germany. He provides much amusement by
speaking of the insulting letters he receives. He never
talks of letters of congratulation. And for good cause!
It would be a safe bet that, having read this chapter, he
will talk of them henceforward. This will give the French
good cause for more laughter.

Finally, one listens to the French radio. Yes, the French
radio, the broadcasts from London. They are certainly
badly jammed. The wave-length has to be changed several
times during a single broadcast, but one hears them.
How? With closed eyes, neck stretched, and an ear pressed
close to the set. A distant voice can be heard clearly
through the jamming.

When the broadcast is over, the same question is always
put to whoever has listened.

"Well, what did they say?"

The other repeats from memory all that he has heard.
Those who have come to hear the news discuss it, and the
next day it is the subject of their conversation.

I know of a business house where, at 3 p.m. German
time, the staff stops work to listen to the London broad-
cast in the director's office.

Listeners are fond of French military music, to which
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